THE HOUSE OF BERNARDA ALBA
BERNARD A [to MARTiRio]: Is that true?
MARTIRIO: It's true.
BERNARDA [advancing on her, beating her with her cane]: You'll come to
a bad end yet, you hypocrite! Trouble-maker!
MARTIRIO [fiercely]: Don't hit me, Mother!
BERNARDA: All I want to!
MARTIRIO: If I let you! You hear me? Get back!
PONCIA: Don't be disrespectful to your mother!
ANGUSTIAS [holding BERNARDA]: Let her go, please!
BERNARDA: Not even tears in your eyes.
MARTIRIO: I'm not going to cry just to please you.
BERNARDA: Why did you take the picture?
MARTIRIO: Can't I play a joke on my sister? What else would I want
it for?
ADELA [leaping forward, full of jealousy]: It wasn't a joke! You never
liked to play jokes. It was something else bursting in her breast -
trying to come out. Admit it openly now.
MARTIRIO: Hush, and don't make me speak; for if I should speak the
walls would close together one against the other with shame.
ADELA: An evil tongue never stops inventing lies.
BERNARDA: Adela!
MAGDALENA: You're crazy.
AMELIA: And you stone us all with your evil suspicions.
MARTIRIO: But some others do things more wicked!
ADELA: Until all at once they stand forth stark naked and the river
carries them along.
BERNARDA: Spiteful!
ANGUSTIAS: It's not my fault Pepe el Romano chose me!
ADELA: For your money.
ANGUSTIAS: Mother!
BERNARDA: Silence!
MARTIRIO: For your fields and your orchards.
MAGDALENA: That's only fair.
BERNARDA: Silence, I say! I saw the storm coming but I didn't
think it'd burst so soon. Oh, what an avalanche of hate you've